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and distrusted my vision. But at last, besides the glide
of an oar I made out the black streak of a boat's hull, and
knew that if the pan held out for another hour I should be
all right. The boat drew nearer and nearer, and I could
make out my rescuers frantically waving. When they got
close by they shouted, "Don't get excited. Keep on the
pan where you are." They were far more excited than I,
and had they only known as I did the sensations of a bath
in the icy water, without the chance of drying one's self
afterwards, they would not have expected me to wish to
follow the example of the Apostle Peter.

As the first man leaped on my pan and grasped nay
hand, not a word was spoken, but I could see the emo-
tions which he was trying to force back. A swallow of the
hot tea which had been thoughtfully sent out in a bottle,
the dogs hoisted on board, and we started for home, now
forging along in open water, now pushing the pans apart
with the oars, and now jumping out on the ice and haul-
ing the boat over the pans.

It seems that the night before four men had been out
on the headland cutting up some seals which they had
killed in the fall. As they were leaving for home, my ice-
raft must have drifted clear of Hare Island, and one of
them, with his keen fisherman's eyes, had detected some-
thing unusual on the ice. They at once returned to their
village, saying that something living was adrift on the
floe. The one man on that section of coast who owned a
good spy-glass jumped up from his supper on hearing the
news and hurried over to the lookout on the cliffs. Dusk
though it was, he saw that a man was out on the ice, and
noticed him every now and again waving his hands at the
shore. He immediately surmised who it must be; so little
as I thought it, when night was closing in the men at the
.village were trying to launch a boat. Miles of ice lay bq,- and pawing of the moss-covered ground with theira** thiit of MU-. Siilliuiu,
